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CAPTAIN  WEDDERBURN'S  COJJSTSUIP 

The  Lord  of  Roslln's  daughter, 

Walk'd  thro*  the  woods  her  lame, 
And  by  came  Captaia  Wedderburn^ 

A  servant  to  the  King : 
He  said  unto  his  servant  man, 

Were  it  not  'gainst  the  law, 
1  would  take  her  to  my  own  bed, 

And  lay  her  next  the  wa*. 
I'm  walking  here  alone,  she  says, 

Anaang'  my  father's  trees  5  ^ 
And  you  may  let  me  walk  alone^ 

Kind  Sir,  now  if  you  please  j 
The  supper-bell  it  will  be  rung, 

And  ril  be  miss'd,  you  know 
Bo  I  will  not  lie  in  your  bed, 

Neither  at  stock  noT  wa*. 
He  says,  my  pretty  lady,  , 

I  pray  lend  me  your  hand  5 
And  you'll  hairc  drums  and  trumpctSj^ 

Always  at  your  command  5 
And  fifty  men  to  guard  yoii  with, 

Who  well  tkiir  swrd*  caa  dtaw  > 


And  we'll  both  lie  hi  ae  be^, 
And  tliOU*^s  lie  next  the  wa'. 

O  hold  away  from  me,  kind  Sir, 

I  pray  let  go  my  hand  j 
The  gupper-'bell  it  will  be  rung, 

No  lonorer  must  I  stand  : 
My  father  he'll  no  supper  take, 

H  I  be  mi&s'd,  you  know  > 
So  ril  not  lie  in  your  bed, 

Neither  at  stock  nor  wa'. 

Then  says  the  pretty  lady, 

I  pray  tell  me  your  name  j 
My  name  is  Captain  Wedderburn, 

A  servant  to  the  king. 
Tho*  thy  father  and  his  men  were  heje, 

Of  them  I'd  stand  no  ?^we, 
B4it  would  take  tliee  into  my  bed, 

And  lay  thee  next  the  wa*. 

He  lighted  off  his  mllk-whUe  steed, 

A.nd  set  this  lady  on, 
And  held  her  by  th»e  »iilk-whlte  haml, 

Even  as  they  rode  alone  j 
He  held  her  by  the  middle  jump, 

For  fear  tha^t  she  should  fa% 
And  said,  FH  take  thee  to  my  bed, 

And  lay  tbee  ne«t  tbe  wa^ 
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He  took  her  to  his  lodg^Ing-house, 

His  landlady  looked  Len  ^ 
Says,  manyJadievS  in  Edinburgh  V 

But  never  such  a  one  j 
For  such  a  pretty  face  as  this, 

In  it  I  never  saw, 
Go  make  her  up  a  down-bed, 

And  lay  her  next  the  wa'. 

O  hold  away  frooi  me,  kind  Sir, 

I  pray  you  let  me  he  } 
For  I  will  not  go  to  your  bed^ 

Till  you  dress  me  dishes  three  ; 
Dishes  three  you  must  dress  to  me 

If  I  should  eat  them  a', 
Before  that  I  lie  in  your  bed, 

Either  at  stock  or  wa*. 

O  I  mtst  have  to  my  supper, 
.  A  cherry  without  a  stone  5 
And  1  m»st  have  to  my  supper, 

A  chicken  without  a  bone  j 
And  I  must  have  to  my  supper, 

A  bird  without  a  ga% 
Before  I  lie  Into  your  bed, 

Either  at  stock  or  wa". 

When  the  cherry  is  into  (4ie  bloom 
Vm  sure  It  Iwitb  no  stone  j 


And  when  the  chicken  is  in  it's  shell, 

I'm  sure  it  hath  no  bone  ^ 
The  Jove  it  is  a  gentle  bird, 

It  flies  Tvitbout  a,ga'^  - 
Aud  we  shall  both  lie  in  ae  bed, 

And  thou's  lie  next  tlie  wa'. 

Hold  SLV::\y  from  me,  kin  1  Sli\ 

I  pray  yoi^  give  me  o'er, 
For  I  will  not  go  to  your  bt^d. 

Till  yo'j  tell  Q'se  qtiestions  i\)uv. 
Questions  four  you  mast  Ic.  I  r.re, 

And  t-hat  is  twa  and  t^va^ 
Of  I  will  not  lie  'un  yuur  bed, 

Neither  at  steel;  n^r  \va'. 

You  niusi  get  me  sosiie  wlntGr  u-ull, 

Tiiat  ill  Decsa.bcr  grew  : 
And  I  must  li:\ve  a  >^/}ik  ni^^nkl, 

That  waft  was  neVr  cad  thro'^ 
What  bird  sings  be?t,  what  wood  buds  fi 

What  dew  does  on  them  fa' 
And  then  Pil  lie  into  yoor  bed, 

Either  at  stock  or  wa'. 

My  father  has  some  winter  fruit, 

That  in  December  grew  ; 
My  mother  hf^s  a  silk  mantle, 

That  waft  was  De'er  ca'd  thro'  j 


The  cock  crows  first,  dder  buds  first, 

The  dew  does  on  tkcai  fa'  5 
So  we'll  both  lie  into  ae  bed, 

And  thou^s  lie  next  the  Wa\ 

Hold  away  from  me,  kind  Sir, 

And  do  not  me  perplex  ; 
Bjor  rii  not  lie  Into  your  bed, 

Till  you  tell  me  questions  six. 
Questions  six  you  must  t«ll  to  me, 

And  that  is  four  and  twa. 
Before  I  lie  5ilto  your  bed, 

Either  at  stock  or  wa'. 

What  IS  greener  than  the  grass, 

What's  higher  than  the  trees  ; 
And  what  is  werse  than  woman'i>  voice, 

Wliat's  deeper  than  the  seas. 
A  sparrow's  horn,  a  priest  unborn, 

This  night  to  3  oin  us  twa  j 
Before  1  lie^int<>  your  bed, 

Father  at  steek  or  wa*. 

Death  is  greener  than  the  grass  5 
Sky's  higher  than  the  trees  5 

The  devil's  worse  than  woman's  voice, 
HelPs  deeper  than  the  seas  j 

A  sparrow'iJ  horn  yoa  may  well  ge  t, 
There'*  one  on  every  pa', 
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And  two  upon  the  gab  of  it, 
And  yeU  shall  have  them  a'. 

The  priest  he's  standing  at  tl^  gate. 

Just  ready  to  come  in  y 
No  man  can  say  that  he  was  born. 

No  man,  without  a  sin. 
A  hole  cut  in  his  m©ther*s  side, 
'    He  from  the  same  did  fa*  *, 
So  we  shall  both  lie  in  ae  bed, 

And  thou's  He  next  the  wa\ 

O  little  did  this  lady  think, 

That  morning  when  she  rose, 
Thstt  it  was  to  be  the  very  last, 

Of  all  her  maiden  days. 
But  tber6  is  not  in  the  king's  realMi, 

Tu  be  found  a  biyther  t\va  j 
And  now  ihey  lie  into  ae  bed, 

And  sire  lies  next  the  wa*; 


THE  WANDERING  BOY. 

When  tlie  winter  wind  whlstle3  along  the  wild  mdb*^ 
The  cottager  skats  on  the  beggar  hh  door, 
,  When  the  ehilling  tear  stands  in  my  corafofltless  eye, 
How  hard  is  tk  fate  qHIk  Wftderisg  boy» 


The  winter  is  eoid  anil  I  have  no  pliice  ofr^stj 
My  heart  is  so  cold  that  it  beats  in  my  breast, 
No  father,  no  mother,  no  Lindred  have  I, 
For  1  am  the  poor  little,  Wandering  Boy* 

I  once  had  a  home,  I  once  bad  a  sire, 
A  mother  who  granted  each  infant  desire, 
Our  cottage  it  stood  embo^ver'd  in  a  vale, 
Where  the  ring-dove  it  warbled  its  sorrowful  tale. 

Bat  my  father  and  mother  were  sammon'd  away, 
They  left  me  to  hard-hearted  strange^^  a  prey, 
I  fled  from  their  rigour  with  many  a  sigb. 
But  naw  I  ahi  left  a  p^or  Wandering  Buy. 

The  winter  U  eoid,  and  the  fcnow  loads  the  gale. 
There  is  no  one  will  listen  to  n)y  innocent  tale, 
I  will  go  to  the  grave  vvhcre  eiy  parents  do  lie, 
And  death  shall  befriend  the  poor  Wandering  Boy 
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